i} 2 The fecon^art^HmrytheSixt. 

For what's more tnifcrable then Difcontent ? 


Ah Vncklc Humfrey, in thy face I fee 
The Map of Honor,Ttuth,and Loyaltie j 
And yet, good Humfrey, is the houre to come, 
That ere I prou'd thee falfe,ox fcar'd thy faith. 
What lowring Starre now eftuics thy cftatc ? 
That thefie great Lords,and Margaret our Qiieene, 
Doefcekefubuerfion of thy harmeleffe Life. 
Thou neuer didft them wrong,nor no man wrong: 
And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe, 
And binds the Wretch,and beats it when it ftrayes, 
Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houfc ; 
Eucn fo remorfelelTe haue they borne him hence : 
And as the Damme runnes lowing vp and downe, 
Looking the way her harmelcflc young one went, 
And can doe naught but wayle her Darlings lofle ; 
Euen fo my felfe bewayles good Clojiers cafe 
With fad vnhelpefull teares, and with dimn'd eyes ; 
Looke after him,and cannot doe him good : 
So mightie are his vowed Enemies. 
His fortunes I will weepe, and 'twixt each groane, 
Say.who's a Tray tor ? Glofter he is none. Exit, 

Qujene* Free Lords : 
Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames : 
Henry, my Lord,is cold in great Affaires, 
Too full of foolifh pittie : and Glofters (hew 
Beguiles him,as the mournefull Crocodile 
With forrow fnares relenting paflcngers ; 
Or as the Snake^oli'd in a flo wring Banke, 
With (hining checkcr'd flough doth (ting a Child, 
That for the beautie thinkes it excellent. 
Beleeue me Lords,wcre none more wife then I, 
And yet herein I iudgc mine o vvne Wit good ; 
This Glofter fliould be quickly rid the World, 
To rid vs from the feare we haue of him. 

Card* ThathefhouIddye,is worthiepollicie, 
But yet we want a Colour for his death : 
*Tis meet he be condemn'd by courfe of Law. 

Suff. Sut in my minde,that were no pollicie : 
The King will labour fliil to faue his Life, 
The Commons haply rife,to faue his Life; 
And yet we haue but triuiall argument, 
,Morethen miftruft,that fhewes him worthy death, 
Tcrkfi So that by this,you would not haue him dye* 
Sttffl Ah Tork$,no man aliue,fo faine as I. 
Yorke. 'Tis York* that hath more reafon for bis death. 
But my Lord Cardinail,a«d you my Lord of Suflolke, 
Say as you thinke,and fpeake it from your Souks : 
Wer't not all one, an emptie Eagle were fet, 
To guard the Chicken from a hungry Ky te, 
As pi ace D ike Humfrey far the Kings Protector i 
Queene. So the poore Chicken fliould be furc of death* 
Snff. - Madame 'tis true : and werYnptmadneiTe then, 
To make the Fox furueyor of the Fold ? 
Who beingaccu^d a crafticMurtherer, 
His guilt fhould be but idly potted ouer, 
Bccaufe his purpofe is not executed. 
No: let him dye/m that he is a Fox, 
By nature prou'd an Ensmir to the Flock, 
3'eforc his Chaps be rtayn'd with Crimfon bloodj 
As Humfrey prou'd by Reafon s to my Liege. 
And doe not ftand on Q^IIets how to flay him ; 
Be it by Gynnes,by Snarts,by Subtletic, 
Sleeping,or Waking/tis no matter how, 
So he be dead j for that is good deceit, \ >IodW 

Which mates himfi;lt,that firft intends deceit. 


gtteene. Thrice Noble Suffolke'il* V+r fer - 
Suff Nocrtfolmc,^ 
For things arc often fpoke, and feldome rne J 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongu^ 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, ® c * 

And to prefcrue my Soueraigne from his F 0 
Say but the word,and I will be his Prieft ft 

Card&ut I would haue him deadly Lord of < *■ 
Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft • 
Say you confent,and cenfure well the deed 
And lie prouide his Executioner, J 
I tender fo the fafetie of nay Liege. 

Stiff. Here is my Hand,the deed is worthv rW 
S&ehe. Andfofayl. ™ydo ingi 
Yorke. And I : and now we three haue fpofce • 
It skills not greatly who impugnesourdoome. ^ 

EnteraPofte. 

?>*/?.GrcatLords,from Ireland am I corneas 
To figmfie,that Rebels there arc vp, ^ 
And put the Englifhmen vnto the Sword* 
Send Succours(Lords)and flop the Rage betime 
Before the Wound doe grow vncurable • * 
For being grecne,there is great hope of hclpe 

Card. A Breach that craues a quick expedient ft oppc 
What counlaile giue you m this weighrie caufe? P 

Yorke. That Somerfet be fent as Regent thither * 
'lis meet that luckie Ruler be imploy'd, 
Witneffe the fortune he hath had in France. 

Sow. If7>r/^,witballhis farre-fet pollicie 
Had beenc the Regent therein ftead of me ! 
He neuer would haue ftay'd in France fo long, 

Torke. No.not to lofe it all,as thou haft done, 
I rather would haue loft my Life betimes, 
Then bring a burthen of dis-honour home 
By flaying there fo long.tiil all were loft. 
Shew me one skarre,chara£ter'd on thy Skinne, 
Mens fkfh prelcru d fo wholc,doe feldome winnc. 

Jgu. Nay then,this fparke will proue a raging fire, 
If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with : 
No more,good Torfe fweet Somerfet be ftill. 
Thy fortune, Yorke, rudft thou beene Regent there, 
Might happily haue prou'd farrc worfe then his. 

Yorke. What,worfe then naught } nay,tbcn a (hame 
* take all. 

Somerfet. And in the number , thee 3 that wife 
lhame. 

Card. My Lord of Yorke,tric what your fortune is; 
Th'vnciuilllCcrnes of Ireland are in Armes, 
And temper Clay with blood of Engliflirrjen. 
To Ireland will you lcade a Band of men, 
Collected choycely,from each Countie fome, 
And tri'e your hap againft the Irifhmcn i 
Yorke. I will,my Lord/opleafehrsMaieftie, 
Stiff Why,our Authoritie is his conferit, 
And what we doe eftablifh,he confirmesi 
Then,Noble 7>£f,take thou this Taske in hand, 

Yorke. lam content: Prouide me$ouldiers,Lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine ownc affaires. 

Suff. A charge,Lordr^.th8t I will fee perform'*!. 
But now returne we ro the falfe Duke Humfrej. 

Card. No more of him: fori will deale with him. 
That henceforth heftiall trouble vs no more: 
And fo brcake orT,the day is almoft fpent, 


Lord Suffolke^oix and I muft talke of that euent 
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- -nTMyl^ foureteene dayes 

Ac SiftowIexpcamySould^ 
At uL He ftiippc them all tor Ireland. 
^Iktib&iy done,my Lord of Yorke, Exeunt. 
^' Manet Yorke. 

r r u Now Torkf, or ncucr,fteclc thy fearfull thoughts, 
ma chanec mifdoubt to rcfolution } 
{ e tbac thou hop'ft to be,or what thou art ; 

0 JLc to death,it is not worth th emoy ing: 

T ale-fac't feare keepe with the mcanc-bornc man, 

Andfindc no harbor in a Royall heart 

Pafter the Spring-time (ho wrcs,comes thoght on thoght, 

Indnotatbought,but thinkes on Dignitie. 

Mv Bfayne,more bufie then the laboring Spider, 

\Vcaues tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 

y/ellNoble^wclit'tispolitikelydone, 

jofend repacking withanHoalt of men : 

1 feare me,you but warme the flamed Snako % 
Whocheriflit in your brcafts,will fling your hearts* 
'Xwas men I lackt,and you will giue them me ; 

I take it kindly : yet be well affut'd, 
Yo'iput fharpe Weapons in a mad-mans hands. 
Whiles I in Ireland nourifli a mightie Band, 
I will flirre vp in England fome black Storme, 
Shall blowe ten thoufand Soules to Heauen,or Hell : 
And this fellTempefl fliall not ceafe to rage, 
Vntfll the Golden Circuit on my Head, 
Like to the glorious Sunnes tranfparant Beauics, 
Doecalmethefuricof this mad-bred Flawe. 
And for a minifter of my intent, 
I haue fedue'd a head-ftrong Kcntifhman, 
hhn Cade of Afliford, 
To make Commo:ion,as full well he can, 
Vnder the Title of fohn isMortimer. 
In Ireland haue I feene this flubborne Cade 
Oppofe himfclfe againft a Troupe of Kernes, 
And fought fo long^till chat his thighes with Darts 
Were almoft like a (harpe-quil Fd Porpentine : 
And in the end being refcued,! haue feene 
Him capre vpright,like a wilde Morifco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts,as he his Bells. 
Fulloftcn 3 like a fhag-hayr'd craftie Kerne^ 
Hath h<? conuerfed with the Enemie, 
And vndifcouer'd^ome to me againe, 
And giuen me notice of their Villanies. 
This Oeuill here (hall be my fubftitute ; 
For that John Mortimer, which now i3 dead, 
In face,in gate,in fpecch he doth refemble. 
By this,I mail percciue the Commons minde, 
How they affeft the Houfe and Clayme of Yorke. 
Say he be taken,rackt,and tortured ; 
I know,no paine they can infli£t vpon him, 
Will make him fay,Imou'd him to thofe Armcs. 
Say that he thriue,a$ 'cis great like he will, 
Why then from Ireland come I with my ftrength, 
And reapc the Harueft which that Rafcall fow'd. 
fotHttmfrey ; being dead,as he fhall be, 
And Henry put apart : the next for me* Exit. 

Snttrtwo or three running oner the St Age , from the 
Murther of Duke Humfrey. 

1. Runnetomy LordofSurfolke:lethimknow 
We haue difpatcht the Duke,as he commanded* 

2. Oh,that it were to doe : what haue we done? 
Didft ctrcr heare ct man fo penitent ? €nUr Suffolk*. 

i. Here comes my Lord. 


m 

~S#ff. Now Sirs,haue you difpatcht thh &A&g i 
I. I,my good Lordjhee's dead. 
Suf. Why that's well faid.Goe,get you to my Houfe, 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 
The King and all the Peeres are here at hand. 
Haue you layd faire the Bed ? Is all things well, 
According as I gauc dircftions ? 


ig 

i. Tis,my good Lord. 
Suff Away.be gone. 


Exeunt. 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the Ki»g 9 the Queene, 
CardimlltSuffolke^Somerfetjvith 
Attendants. 

King. Goc call our Vnckle to our prefencc ftraight: 
Say,we intend to try his Grace to day> 
If he be guilders 'tis pubiiflied. 

Suff. He call him prefentiy,my Noble Lord. 6xit. 

Kino-. Lords take your places: and I pray you all 
Proceed no ftraiter 'gainft our Vnckle Glofter y 
Then from true euidcnce,of good eftecme, 
Hcbeapproifd in pra£tife culpable. 

J^ueene.God forbid any Malice lhould preuayle, 
That faultleffe may condemne a Noble man : 
Pray God he may acquit him of fufpition. 

Ktntr. IthankctheeA^//, theft wordes content mee 
much. 

Enter Suffo Ike. 

How now? why look'fl rhou paie? why trembleft thou? 
Where is our Vnckle? what's the nmie? fiuffolke f 

Suff. Dead in his Bed, my Lord: Glofter is dead. 

Oueene. Marry God *brfend. 

^Card. Gods fecret Iudgcment: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe,and could not fpeake a word. 

King founds. 

9«. How fares my Lord* HelpcLords,thc King is 

dead. 

Som. Rere vp his Body,wring him by the Nofe* 
^«.Runne,goe,heIpe 3 helpc:Oh Henry ope thine eyes, 
Suff. He doth reuiue againe, Madame be patient. 
King. Oh Heauenly God. 
J!>u. How fares my gracious Lord? 
Suff. Comfort rny Soueraigne, gracious Henry com- 
fort. 

W.hac,doth my Lord of SurTolkc comfort rues' 
Came he right now to fing a Raucns Note, 
Whole difmall tune bereft my Vitall powres : 
And thinkes he, that the chirping of a Wren^ 
By crying comfort from a hollow brcafl. 
Can chafe away the firft-conceiued found ? 
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words 5 
Lay not thy hands on me : forbeare I fay, 
Their touch affrights me as a Serpents fling. 
Thou balefull M^flenger,out of my fight : 
Vpon thy eye-bal^murderous Tyrannte 
Sits in grim Maieftie,to fright the Wotld, 
Looke not vpon me,for thine eyes are wounding 5 
Yet doe not goe away': comeBafiiiskc, 
And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight : 
For in the fhade of death,I fliall finde ioy y 
In life,but double death,now Glojier's dead. 

Queene.VJhy do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus? 
Although the Duke was enemie to him, 
Yet he moft ChriftianJike laments his death : 
And for my felfe, Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid tearcs,or heart-offending groanes^ 
Or blood-confuming fighes recall his Life J 
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